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Oh sweet, adultrous harlot of the skies 

I yearn to thee with heart of burning fire 
And pray that I might lie between thy thighs 
To find in one mad, all consuming quire 

The passion promised in thy tender eyes. 


That I might find, of sweet, incestuous one 
The flame uniting heart to soul and mind 

And having found this love of two and none 
Cast off the shell that maketh mankind blind 
Unto the glory of the dawning sun, 


And having found my rapture in thy kiss 

Of daughter of the evening's purple charms 
To know the beauty, and the carnal bliss 
Of total dissolution in thine arms 

My Babalon. Veiled by the dread abyss. 


- Grady L. McMurtry - 
12-4-43 


"Oh melancholy brothers 

Dark - dark - dark - - -" 
Death is the way of thy birth, 
Pain is the curse of thy mirth, 
Sweet is the kiss of the earth. 


FOR: JULIE WEBER and her 

MAGICK THEATER from 

the cycle DARK SPACE AND 
BRIGHT STARS 


Her Lovely Hair 


Pf I walked the dog in the woods today 
0 And he consecrated the trees 
We watched the bounding squirrels at play, 
Crunched the snow in the rustling lees, 
And echoed his joyous, belling bay 
Down the hollow eternities. 


Existential monad swaying 
Star imago, molten attire 
Lepidoptera unfolding 

Metamorphosis, Angel fire 


I walked the Woods of the World today 

The wood of the Ruined Towers 

Where night-side trees in their Panic sway 
To a lyre of lethal powers 

I saw my skull in the disarray 

Of Her gorgon-serpent flowers 


Diana Archer, Maid of Light 

Slayer of the Dragon-Tree 

Thy Beauty's Beast, Thy Serpent Priest 
Burst my head, and set me free 


Her Arrow coursed the bright sea sands 
And found me in my lairs 
The universe came apart in my hands 
And I pray-said Her lovely hair. 
(1-12-62 e.v.) 


Thy Serpent Priest 


In Eden stands Thy Serpent Priest, 
In Space Thy Serpent Flower; 
The Heaven of Thy holy lust 
Has burst my casement Tower. 
(3-4-62 e.v.) 


rady L, McMurtry 


From the Cycle 
THE ANGEL AND THE ABYSS 
ee ne 


The Seven Headed Beast has won 
The Woman Cloth'ed With The Sun 


The Beast comes from the Conscious Sea 
The Beast walks in eternity 


Each Sign-Change mst be served it's Beast 
As sacrifice, and royal yeast 


The Lion and the Lamb shall share 
The innocence of Beastly lair 


The Eagle tears the Taurian sky 
Androcles leads the Lion by 


A Beast is beastly without Sin 
In Eden Beastly men begin 


The Serpent is a Beastly tree 
In Her Edenic purity 


And forests of the Trees of Heaven 
Burn with Thy Star, Unstable Seven! 


August 31, 1961 e.v. 
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On the following pages are ten poems selected 
from the works of Grady Louis McMurtry------- 


SPIRIT OF EARTH 


I am a Soldier - 

Toki! 

I am the essence of hatred 

And bred in the red alembic of war 

I hate with a feral pride 

Both brilliant and terrible - 

Once I was Peace 

And in my heart there glowed the futil= hope 
That for all time the bestial law of might 
Had sheathed its sanguine talons 

Now I know okies 
That this was false, for in its stead there rose 
The tyranny and arrogance of race 

To sweep the world with flaming war and leave 
The rancid blood of rapine-to immerse 

And clot the soil of freedom 

Here my hopes 

And thin illusions fora better world 

Were crushed and torn between the titan claws 

Of Drutadl fterece barbarstan -a-—-=— 

I saw 

The planned hypocrisy succeed its goal 

And cultured nations reel before the lash 

Of monster war mechanical unleashed ------- 

And in my soul , 

Was gendered from this cataclysmic rift .. s: 

A hatred more insatiate : 

Than lust of fame or gain or aught but that I find 
This beast of Tyranny, and then with care 

Enfold him sure and slowly that he feel 

And know with terror numbSd tongue the dread 
Dark bitter taste of death, as kraken-limbed 

I crush his life with bonds unloosed and shorn 
From peoples never conquered ------- 

Thus I work 

And plan that day of justice when all men | 

May live the peace of progress, and their will 
Of life and love be not denied -------- = 

For this --- I am a Soldier 

For thas --- I kaid! 


London, late '43 
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‘ There is a pestilence abroad upon the land 
There is a plague -it is the plague of War 
And it leaves a foulness upon the air - 

» -Itvis. the sickly sweet corruption of 
Seay the unattended dead 
The dusty smell of charcoal in 
the cannon-rubbled streets 
And there are those who live in this pestilence 
And those who go forward to die in it. 
And they have known strange things -these men 
Things filthy -and foul -and corrupt. 
And they have known things beautiful -these men 
Things clean -and courageous -and magnificent. 
And they have strange memories--- 
The acid taste of champagne in 
a metal canteen cup 
The lonely graves of soldiers by 
the ever teeming roads 
The tragedy of gliders wrapped 
_ about the stumps of trees 
And bullet-riddled parachutes 
that flutter in the breeze 
Dead tankers in burned chariots 
who look like slaughtered sheep 
Dead Germans -and dead cattle -and 
the guns that shatter sleep 
This is the pestilence -this is the plague 
And this is Normandie -in June. 


BREAKTHROUGH 


We saw them coming high, that dawn 
Their silver wings aflame 
With morning sunlight, driving on, 
In endless streams they came---- 
They filled all heaven with the spawn 
Qf dragon-seed and fame. 
Beyond the hard-won beach, their sound, 
Eeyond St. Mere Eglise F 
They opened bomb-bays over ‘Trond - 
Then spilled their cargo free--- 
Concussion rolled and rocked the ground 
From St. Lo to the sea. 
The sky fell in that summer’s day 
On friend as well as fos 
And good men died to pry a way 
For tanks, who stole the show--- 
Smashing hard on a line-drive, play 
That broke us through St. ba Luxemburg, Late '44 or 
Early '45 — IS*Lt. McMurtury 


REGRET 


I have stood upon the battlements 
Of ebon stone, and jet a 
Black light has bathed my body™ 
With the force it can beget. 
The Brothers of the Shadow 
In their sullen scapulars- 
Have ministered unto my wants 
And healed my battle scars. 
I have stood in their cathedrals 
And the hymns of hate I’ve sung, 
I have heard the Mass of Mendes 
Chanted by a slitted tongue. 
I have taught the works of sorcery 
To students of the fane, 
Ey necromancy I have raised 
The elemental rain. 
I have viewed the land of utter night 
And worn the monkish gown ~ 
Of those beyond life’s misty pale, 
Have you ever thought------- .c 

How far is down? 
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THE UNICOR 


I saw the god Harpocrates 
Stride forth into the glow 
Of cloud-bank suns, whole galaxies 
Their stars like drifting snow Pe Ya in . FE 
I saw the wide eternities oi’ 
Of dust stars sift and flow. a. .* 
QO Lady Ishtar lift the bowl 
And drain the Life that is our Blood 
O Wine, Illusion of the Soul, 
Ee Nectar of the living flcad! 


QO hollow god Harpocrates 
Wreit large upon the rift 
Of space-time continuities 
Thy bloodless Saints adrift 
Between the walled realities 
Have felt the space tide’s lift! 
QO Lady Ishtar lift the bewl 
And drain the Life that is our. Blood 
QO Wins, Illusion of the Seul, 
Be Nectar of the living flaod! 
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ENTITY 


Tenucus it wells and spreads far out across the sleeted sky 

A shapeless bulk against the suns which, immersed, within it lie 

And glow a dull red angry hue, convulsed they wave with life aware 

Arched tendrils of the galaxies; sentient, they curl and stare 

Into the closely crowding gloom, taut filaments of pearl-strung light 
Stand stiff from where a bursting sun collapsed beneath the crushing might 
Of this vast sprawling entity, spawn of the darkness, spherical 

Or cubic relativity, a mindless thought, a miracle. 


Into a finite consciousness there threads a thought of Being, 
Intelligence is wrought to life within a mammal; seeing 

With clumsy organs blind to all but one prismatic chord 

Yet in that spectrum reveling to rob it of its hoard 

Of oranges, yellow, green and gold; amethystine and blue 

Each sharp distinction rivaled by some subtle shade or hue 
In the glory of the morning, at the brazen gong of noon 

Or the swirling dusk of evening lapping at a sated moon. 


Some wonder why it clings to earth, to live and live again 

To taste with the ephemeral their joy and hate and pain 

Why one who could destroy or build a universe should live 

Within the confines of a man, what has that man to give? 

That man has sight and taste and smell and touch to guide him by 
And he can hear a thousand sounds, some beautiful, some wry. 

For though his senses may be fogged and though his mind be dim 
Each process of perception forms a thought distinct to him. 


To one that broods within the void and is to all receptive; 

A planet with encrusted life is but a pawn; perceptive, 

Attuned to an infinity of graded radiation 

Produces an intelligence that knows but one sensation 

A color, it would be white to us, an unbearable glare 

It has no shield, there is no help, it can only cringe and stare 
Into the firey or thrust itself into the mind-of you or I 
Escaping from the bitter cold, the blinding snow fields of the sky. 
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THE MYSTICAL MARRIAGE OF THE SOLDIER AND THE QUEEN 


Iam the Virgin of the Queen. 
Do you accept me? 


Iam the Representative of Heaven on Earth. 
Do you accept me? 


I am the Virgin whereby all things are accomplished, 
but am not myself changed thereby. 
Do you accept ms? 


Who accepts my.burden may never lay me down. 
Do you accept me? 


Who binds himself to me can never again be frees, 
for I am all things to all men. 
Do you accept me? 


To seek me is to enter upon the Holy Quest for Gbhlivion, 
‘Lor you must give All that you may attain Nothing. 
Dare you accept me? 


Iam the Promise and I am the Fulfillment. 
Dare you accept me? 


I am the Negative in the Supernal Union 
, Of the Interpenetration of the Opposites, 
Dare you accept me? . 


Io am Purity beyond all comprehension of Cancellation. 

Iam the Balance of the Wheel, and the Fiery Feather 
of Maat. 

Dare you accept me? 


Responses: There is no holier vessel 


than 4 Maiden who has become a Virgin, 
for a Virgin may attain 
even unto the Throne of the Queen, 


Anthem: We are a community cf the living and the dead. 


We are the Deathless Stars who manifest 

in a Higher State of Existence. 
We are the Serpent Flower that is Death and Second 
We are the next Stage of Oblivion. 


Identification(to be used“in my own “ritual) 


I am the Hymenaeus Alpha 
My number is 777 
I am the Bridge that is Between the Worlds 
I man the Watchtowers of the Universe 
that light the Way 
oer the shores of the Abyss of Night. 
I am as Cold as a Cave of Ice 
And as Dry as a Candle 
I take the Work 
The task I dare 
As I enflame myself with prayer 
The Bull that lows 
The Lion’s roar 
Are for the Saints 
Who go before 
The Eagle's scream 
The serpent’s hiss 
Are for the Babe 
In the Abyss 


I am the King I give 

The King must dies I give m3 

That He might live I hold not back 

Beyond the "I" One speck of dust 

My Heart’s life blood 

I offer up I give my 

To Babalon I give my all 

To fill her Cup I am the Grail Knight, Parzival! 


Grady's handwritten original of the above ->>»> 


(courtesy of James T. Graeb) 
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